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WEITHALLENDE


The open and the openness, the wideness of intelligence as opposed even to GAI, weithallende as far-reaching, widespread, sweeping, wide-echoing, far-echoing, thoroughgoing, a technique that isn’t reducible to an art or to an art object, a fine art of judgement that isn’t reading or reading Kant’s fine art of intelligence, that is more widespread, and shining, a Concept of reading in 1941, an amen, not like colour is to beings, but as colour is in being, fanning out from inside.

An amen and an omen and an almond. Only dead collections of people after the symphony we secede entirely. The melodious clarity was always never too late, dying with echoes, and the melting snow was weeping. The melodious clarity was too early, just right. What held this return of intelligence to come back in store was the better art, weeping too as almonds slept out back in superfluous brightness, not to come. The sun was a pebble outside the door. Gentle music and song were shining inside the missing smile.

		

THE LOVING PATHS

And with these following acts mystical words and stars poured down her arms. At the spot where the root of the things she had stripped were whirring she was suddenly lifted from the ground, as if by a technique that would permit you to pass from one rung and reading of air to another, a ladder that imposed itself in a series of hardening abutting roses, the number one calamity for the nation that sent it to ground. The ground in question span and the angel with star-yellow eyes appeared, enveloped in an angel braid she could not see, and pieces of her blonde hair fell into her father’s two waiting hands.

From inside what she poured out was even more quirked than the unsetly trisahasramahāsahasralokadhātu of her neon hair falling through breaths and ribbons like well-ordered last pelts of hatred, pelts of oldest Dharmakāya, entering the wide old universe. With these words where she stooped she also found an art appearing for the first time without object, the art of a field recording school exercise dream, of a kiss that made come its own first lips. Crystal unset was hanging between them, an impersonal form of attention and afternoon. This too as if was stripped away.

Rosa mystica unset! Unsetly besides, stalks grew beneath it and cracks kissed where they go to next moons. Words poured down their arms like stars into a mouth; at the root of things where emptiness only meant purity of everything from everything else the two waiting hands said a prayer to put out the eyes of an adolescent Watteau.


		

BLADEE’S MIDNIGHT FLOWER CIRCUS


You were the most beautiful thing I have ever seen, the one thought that made life worth living. The long body of night was a pale sleeper and it was a lie to say the snow had ever been told. A tireless metaphor came out, a lifeless efforting. Every Christmas I thought of you. It was as if I still lived inside you even though I never had. It was if we still thought of one another even though the hatred of the body’s self-envy had destroyed it west-to-north as serpentine advance. You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen, the one thought that made life worth living.

This negative style is no more, as all restores in the purity that empties itself out of emptying. Absent utility, the distress of the cold bella bottles at the head of the sun. You scarcely remember what it was. Then the only inequality that remains in the other life—that of melodious count and the unsetly—vanished beneath whatever dazzling and endless pavements made their excuses like giggly eggs in gloaming quirks of dawn. These eyes, she said, I may as well kill myself for them. These caresses that would cost us world systems between. All the dead are sisters, for one day at least, said Bladee’s shadow.

		


INTERLUDE


Does anyone know what’s so good about not being in a death spiral? Is it so you can afford a more epic death spiral later on? But what if you get in a car accident before you get a chance? Shouldn’t you just death spiral now?  

		

AN END OF AN UNIVERSE


Imagine it were the end of the universe now but the word ‘universe’ did not exist. Imagine we wanted to make love but the word ‘make’ had no sense. Imagine that we kissed each other with our eyes as if to make room for the sheet but the sheet slept. Although your mood was Watteau in Wyoming it soon came to be known by less. Now by no means no meaning less by planetary policing life really did proxy in waltz. Meaning was religious but the fire was asylum. God it turned out was incredible. You write as if heaven had meaning and it should and yet you write as if heaven had no meaning which it shall. Bonaventure said that colour was to light as beings were to being. But one could quite easily say the opposite. They allow themselves to look at itself; this is how the loving paths remain.

		



PARATY


In Paraty the sky moves away from the head because the universe is too beautiful not to have someone in it. Both allow themselves to look at it itself and this is porn form. When Weil says only the entire universe is beautiful it means the universe is without finality and that she has written an extra critique.
		



THE PRINCESS TREE


And also they said that that was loathing time, and where had they been when it was. The the was reduced, and the Princess tree in Lhasa sang. The Chinese on the border were incidental; the true spy had no need to be read or got. Inside sky, said inside sky. And also that that had been that.
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